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brother, William, was a Captain also; but Thomas
was the man to awaken curiosity. I have lived with
him, but never knew of his going unarmed for an
houjj until he left Tirginia and came to Steuben
County, where he died. When at the South, I have
seen strangers approach him, but they were invariably
commanded to "stand" and to "approach him at their
peril." He finally came to the State of New York,
bringing with him his "woman" with whom he lived,
and two children, with whom he settled on a piece of
land given him by my old master, where the old
soldier lived, died, and was buried on one of his small
" clearings" under an old apple tree. He owned a few
slaves, but at his death his " woman" collected every
thing she could, and among the rest, two or three
slave children, to whom she 1 ,d no right or claim
whatever, and made her way to Kentucky. About a
year ago I visited the spot where the brave old
defender of his country had been buried, but found
very little to mark the resting place of the brother of
my old master. They had passed away. Their wealth,
power and bravery had come to nought; and no
tribute was now paid to the memory of one of " Old
Virginia's best families." The blood of which they
were wont to boast, was now no more revered
than that which commingled with the African and
circulated in the veins of his despised and down-
trodden slaves.it to commence, I wase well, havingme, Oh, dearlasses; bute, to render to thesconsolate wife, who
